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"Sam . . . Sam . . . Love me again! Love me again!"
He made a funny little gurgling sound in his throat and looked
away from her; looked towards the window. At that moment there
were steps on the brick path outside and a sharp knock at the
door.
They both leapt to their feet; and Neil, after a moment's
hesitation and a quick glance round the room, went to the door
and opened it.
There stood Persephone Spear!
The tall, equivocal girl entered furtively and quietly, closing
the door behind her. Her appearance altered everything in a
moment. It caused to surge up in both Nell and Sam that curious
blind irritation, unique in life, that the invasion of an outsider
evokes in the souls of two people who are in the throes of some
nervous dispute.
Persephone wore her usual rough ulster-cape and below this
a grey jersey and black skirt. On her head was a tight-fitting,
dark woolen cap. She was certainly in an agitated mood and in
a dogmatic, tyrannical one. She moved uneasily about the little
room, disregarding Nell's entreaties to sit down. She went up to
the tiny cottage piano which the Marquis of P. had given the
Zoylands on their marriage and ran her fingers over its wistful
untuned keys. "What's this?" she said, picking up the loose
cover of the pamphlet that Nell had burned. "Did Dave leave
it?" Then she came and stood in front of them, staring out of
the window. "What's it going to do?" she asked, frowning. "It's
the worst day we've had since I've been down here. It's a ter-
rible day." There was a tone in her voice that reduced the weather
to a troublesome appendage to human life, to a tiresome dog
that was behaving badly. Then she left the window and crossed
over to the fire. "Why don't you burn more wood, Nell?" she
said. "It gives out much more heat than this wretched coal."
Then again, before Nell had time to reply, she was pulling out
a book from Will Zoyland's bookshelf. "Does your William read
"Arabia Deserta'? No! I can see he doesn't. It's not cut." She
turned the pages irritably. "You know what Doughty would, call
a little creature like you, Nell, in this Bedouin tent. He'd call
you a 'Bint.* That's a good word, isn't it? To describe a sweet